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The meal ended, fresli armfuls of wood were thrown on
the fire, and the inhabitants of the Chimneys, including the
faithful Top, were soon buried in a deep sleep. No inci-
dent disturbed this peaceful night, and the next day, the
29th of March, fresh and active they awoke, ready to under-
take the excursion which must determine their fate.
All was ready for the start   The remains of the capybara
would be enough to sustain Harding and his companions
for at least twenty-four hours.    Besides, they hoped to find
more food on the way.   As the glasses had been returned
to the watches of the engineer and reporter, Pencroft burned
a little linen to serve as tinder.   As to flint, that would not
be wanting in these regions of Plutonic origin.   It was
half-past seven in the morning when the explorers, armed
with sticks, left the Chimneys.   Following Pencroft's advice,
it appeared best to take the road already traversed through
the forest, and to return by another route.    It was also the
most direct way to reach the mountain.    They turned the
south angle and followed the left bank of the river, which
was abandoned at the point where it formed an elbow
towards the south-west.   The path, already trodden under
the evergreen trees, was found, and at nine o'clock Cyrus
Harding and his companions had reached the western bor-
der of the forest.   The ground, till then, very little undu-
lated, boggy at first, dry and sandy afterwards, had a gentle
slope, which ascended from the shore towards the interior